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resolution needed any further confirmation it must
have received it then. Once again the too familiar
gulf between England and  Bloomsbury yawned
beneath my feet.   Whatever formal severances it
might exact, in spirit, it was clear, a rupture with
this bleak international atheism could never be to
part from the people of England.  Indeed the only
danger seemed to be that the people might not know
their leaders till too late.   Sooner or later they
would return to power a Labour Government which
they supposed to be like-minded with themselves;
and then, while in Winterbourne and Charfield men
still congratulated themselves on the prospect of
better pensions, more widely flung organisation or a
sterner way with profiteers, or perhaps merely of a
change, the pundits and the fanatics, the men for
whom the core of English politics really did mean
hoping for the success of the Russian Five Year Plan,
would be gathering in committee rooms at West-
minster. And soon in Charfield and Winterbourne
they would learn, too late, what they had voted for.
Indeed, for the intellectuals, had not the head and
forefront of Mr, MacDonaid's offending been that
as Prime Minister he had failed to identify the
lecture-rooms with the voice of England?  Or, as
Mrs. Webb, I now observed, was just putting it,
* MacDonald was always for Reform in general, but
when any particular reform was proposed to him,
he always found reasons against it.'*

Not that the issue, of course, was as simple as all
that. Issues, unfortunately, very seldom are. If it
had been a question only of parting from the
intellectuals my hesitations would have lasted less